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And nothing breathes but new-enlarged wit.
Hark! one proclaims it piacle to be sad.,
And th? people call't religion to be mad.

But now, as at a coronation,                                          65

When noise, the guard, and trumpets arc o'erblown,
The silent commons mark their prince's way,
And with still reverence both look and pray;
So they, amaz'd, expecting do adore,
And count the rest but pageantry before.                          70

Behold! an host of virgins, pure as th' air,
In her first face, ere mists durst veil her hair,
Their snowy vests white as their whiter skin,
Or their far chaster whiter thoughts within.
Roses they breath'd and strew'd, as if the fine                  75

Heaven did to Earth his wreath of sweets resign;
They sang aloud, Thrice, oh thrice happy, they
That can, like these, in love both yield and iway !

Next Herald Fame (a purple cloud her bears)
In an embroider'd coat of eyes and ears,                         80

Proclaims the triumph, and these lovers' glory;
Then in a book of steel re*cords the story.

And now a youth of more than godlike form
Did th' inward minds of the dumb throng alarm;
All nak'd, each part betray'd unto the eye,                      85

Chastely, for neither sex ow'd he or she.
And this was Heav'nly Love.   By his bright hand,
A boy of worse than earthly stuff did stand,
His bow broke, his fires out, and his wings clipp'd,
And the black slave from all his false flames stripped;     90
Whose eyes were new restor'd but to confess
This day's bright bliss and his own wretchedness;
Who, swelTd with envy, bursting with disdain,
Did cry to cry, and weep them out again.

And now what heav'n must I invade, what sphere       95
Rifle of all her stars t' enthrone her there?
No, Phoebus, by thy boy's fate we beware
Th' unruly flames o' th' firebrand, thy car;
Although, she there once plac'd, thou, Sun, shouldst see
Thy day both nobler governed and thee.                       100

Drive on, Bootes, thy cold heavy wain,,
Then grease thy wheels with amber in the main;
And, Neptune, thpu to thy false Thetis gallop,
Apollo 's set within thy bed of scallop;